Sharks in the Mediterranean.

41 ORE the Isthmus of Suez was pierced by the canal
there were very few sharks in the Mediterranean, the
passage through Gibraltar not being to their liking. Now
' come in such numbers that in many a place on the
terranean, and the Adriatic, the sign has gone up,
“Beware of sharks!”

The Heart Breakers

A REAL AMERICAN ROMANCE ‘
Honora Hears That Mildred Has

This Day in History. ~ =

THIS is the anniversary of (he death in 1524 of the Che-
valier Bayard at the River Lesia. Bayard was known
as the gentle knight. His prowess in arms and his fine
character made his name a synonym for the best in Knight-
hood, and as such it still lives. .

“The l

By ROBERT W. CHAMBERS

ark Star™ £

.

Famous Women Collaborate on a Painting
Miss Florence Parbury and Mrs. L. A. Coates Working on a Water

Transferred Her Affections to

By Virginia Turhune Van
de Water.

CHAPMTER LI'I\’II.
{Copyright, 119, Star Company.)

HE evening paper contained
I the statement that Thomas
Chandler was out of danger
from the bullet wound. He had
been zllowed to see his wife for &
few minutes. When young Mrs
Chandler left the hospital she ac-
knowledged that all divorce pro-
ceedings had been dropped.
“There was a foolish mistake
somewhere,” she had declarec.
Honora read this bit of news wilh
mingled feelings of relief and dis-
gust. Apparently the whole scan-
dal had died a nstural—or unnatu-
ral—death. Perhaps the end had
been hastened by some of Dr.
Chandler’s money. He had enough
to be able to spare a goodly amount
to save his =on's reputation. .
That page was turned down and
pealed so far as Mildred was con-

cerned Honora Was devoutly
thankful
She had recently acquired too

much wisdom to mention the pain-
ful topic in chatting to Mildred
while she dressed for the Hilton
Cinner. Therefore she was startled
when the girl remarked casually:

“] see that Tom Chandler's going
‘to get well. So there's been a great
deal of gossip over a trifling mat-
ter. | am glad I was not foolish
enough to let myself get excited
over IL"

Yet only fortyeight hours ago
this young creature had waited In
the Fairlands station for Tom
Chandler. Now she locked as pret-
ty as if she had never had a care.
There was not a llne nor a wrinkle
In her face. No wonder people

“thought her lovely. She was =l

most beautiful at times. And this
was one of the times.

“Cood-by,” she sald, alrily, as,
after surveying herself in the mir-
ror, she threw her evening cloak
about her, *Ars. Hilton promised
that her car would cal for me at a
quarter of 7, and It Is just that

Advice to the

Lovelorn
By Beatrice Fairfax.
She Is Lame.

'DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

lam a s apher, nineteen, and
1 am crippled. ¥y this | do not mean
2o badiy that I embarrasses me, but 1
wear & brace 19 ehsble me to walk.

Do you think Miss Fairfax, that my
being afflicted as I am could be the
reasot I have no one that [ can cx!l
a truoe friemd? I have always mude
an efort to please others, and when 1
am oult and any men or boys are
mrognd, I can't seem to talk or do
soyihing to my sdvantage, but when Jd
am out with only girls, I feel rigat
at bome. When out and & young
man asks to e=cort me bome, ] realiy
don't know what te say, for I deu't
want him 10 take me home out of pity
and | can't aak him right out. Can
you help me?

A girl {(calling herself my friend)
toid me I ought bever to go oul with
young men, and never, never think of
marrisge, because 1 would be a draw-
back in his social life, and were 1 o
have children, they might be affiicied
as | am.

! am unhappy and lonely. soma-
Umos | gpet depressed and can't fnd
the bright side of life at all

LONESOME.

My decar girl, if you have many
=“friends” like the one ¥ou quole,

T don't wonder that you mre morbid
and unhappy. I'd drop that young
igdy and every ong who €ncourages
vou teo think unhappily. And I
should try fo forgel the lameness
25 much as possible. When young
men ask to see you home accept the
little attention gracefully as a matl-
ter of course,

In regard to your marriage, only
a physician can advise you. But if
you ¥tlop and think you must re-
member the namesz of many well-
known men and women who have
made happy marriages in spite of
physical disability.

To mention a few in the past,
there was Byron, whom half the
wnomen were mad about, in =pite of
hiz club foot. And there was Pope,
& hunckbark, who had many love
affairs with most distinguizshed
women

Addicted to Alcohol.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I am about to be released from ths
favy. [ am in love With a young lady
who is addicted to aleohol, and it is
seriously impairing her efficiency as a
s~hool teacher. [Do yem think | sught
22 walt unti] after July 1. 151% to ob-
serve her actions W. 0. D.

1t would appear as if you are tak-
ing something of & risk in making
this youmg lady your. wife. The
oaly victory over alcoholism is a
moral one. And if you are depend-
ing on July 1 to clear up the situa
tion you must not foregt that the
unscrupulous find means to sell al-
cohol, even ag the weak find means
0 buy. Why not try 1o persuade
her to undergo a course of treat-
ment at & good sanitariuvm, as her
future hapiness depends on her abll-
ity to overcome this fault it would
be well worth her while. .

Law and ther;.tﬁre

In the history of literature there
are many names of writers who,
at one time or agother, were con-
nected with the legal profession.
Among the men of letters who have
practiced as attomeys are Lewls
Theobald, the fameous emendator of
Shakespeare; Sir John Hawkins, the
Viographer of Dr. Johnson; James
Smith, part esuthor of “Rejected
Addresses:” Barry Cornwall, poet
and dramatist; Shirley Brooks, nov-
elist and editor of Punch, and Sir
Theodore Martin Many other
names are io be found among au-
thors who heye worked In sollcitors’
officas without being admitted,
these including Warburton, Chat-
terton, Cowper, Borrow, Disraell,
Dickens, and Meredith.

‘Harold Hilton

now. Oh!"” glancing from the win-
dow, *there it is already—the
limousine, please observe! 1 say.
Honora, some class to me—isn't
there ™

She laughed merrily and ran
downstairs.

Thoughtfully Honora took off her
own office dress and started to put
on another gown. - In the act of
fastening thisgarment—a neat dreas
of dark blue silk—she paused. Why
should she not look her prettiest
tonight? Arthur was going away
scon. She had a right to have him
carry with him a recollection of her
at her best.

Milly Heart Whoele Agaln.

When she appeared below-stairs
fifteen minutes later, she wore a
soft, fillmy creation of an exquisite
shade of rose pink. The gown was
& favorile one with Mrs. Higgins,
who smiled her approbation.

“l am glad to see you wearing
that pretty thing,” she remarked.
“l1 was thinking just now as [ saw
Mildred looking sc fine that I
wished vou would be as much inter-
ested in dress as she is. Not but
what vou are always well groomed,
my dear,” she added hastily, *for
you always are. And you always
look stylish. But bright colors are
very becoming Lo you, and they do
lighten one up soc in the evening.
And, after all, you ar: only a littie
older than Mildred. So why mnot
dress as if you were as young as
you are?”

“1 don’t always feel young,” the
girl replied.

“But you must, Honey." Mrs Hig-
Eins insisted. “You ought to en-
tertain more. I think we must ferce
You to do so. Now here vou have
a whole long evening before you
with nobody but me.”

“No,” Homnora corrected, flushing
:ongciudnly. “Arthur Bruce js com-
ng."”

“Well, I am glad! Do vou sup-
pose he expects to find Mildred at
home?"

“No, he knows she is to be out,”
Honora said quickly.

She wished that Mrs. Higgins
could think of Arthur as unconnect-
ed with Mildred. The broken en-
Eagement had evidently made a
deep impression.

But the widow's next words were
soothing. “I have been thinking a
lot about Arthur and Mildred,” she
confessed. “and I bave been remem-
bering back a ways, I can see that.
after all, that affair was only a
passing fancy of Arthur's. There
was & time when you and he seemed
to be much closer friends than
Mildred and he were”

“Yes, 1 know, . and ¥ou probably
always ‘'will be. And that is worth
much ‘more than the fancy roused
by a pretly face or such & coquet-
tish manner as Mildred has, T awu
fond of the child—very fond of her,
as vou know—but she i not stable
like you. And you are sure of Ar-
thur's friendship.”

The words recurred to the. girl
several times during the evening
while her caller and she talked
earnestly and confidentially.

Yes, she was sure of his friend-
ship. yet there was something in his
manner that made her heart beat
fast, s-ome!.hiﬂg‘ that did not smeem
to be mere friendship.

A Thankful Arthar,

No mention was made of Mildred
until just before Arthur was leav-
ing.

“1 wish T could stay lenger™ he
said wistfully. “But it has been
such a wonderful evening. here
glone with vou, that I do not want
to mar it by lingering until some.
body comes in and interrupls us.
By the way, where is Mildred?”

" Honora explained her sister's
whereabouts. To her surprise, Ar-
thur smiled amusediy.

“It's good to be like Milly."
Honora eald gquickly. “For experl-
ences do not hurt her. T am a not
as wise as she.”

“Thank goodness!" he exclaimed.
“Mildred has not the power of
making people care long. ecither.”

“Arthur!” Honora reproved,
“That does not sound nice coming
from you.”

“T can't help 11! I confesz I was
desperatety in love with her. But
it was not the kind of love Lhat
lasts™

B ——

-y

‘How do you know

“Because her dismissal of me
does not hurt me now & bit. If it
had been you who had broken off
our friendship. for instance, 1T do
not think I could bear it, dear.
That's the difference.”

After which he said good-night
hastily and took his departure. It
was almost a8 If he were afrald to
let himsell say more.

Te Be Continuved.

““You're: a Brick!”’

To describe any one as a “brick"
i= well understood as a terse ex-
pression of approval of the person
to whom the compliment is applied.
The phrase is of ancient orixin, and
is referred to by Plutarch in his
life of Lycurgss. An  ambassador
from Epirus visited Sparla, and was
greatly entertained and edified by
what he =aw during his stay; but
one thing puzzled him—the city
bad no walls. Inquiring the reason
of a phenomenon so rare in those
warlike times a5 a3 city without de-
fensive works, he was promised an
answer on the following day. At
gsunrise the next morning he was
escorted to & large plain pear the
city, where all the Spartan troops
were drawn up.

“Here,” said Lycurgus, “are the
walls of Sparta, and every man |s
a brick.”

Merry With a Purpose.

Visitor—Wha is that singing? Hoe-
tess—That's our new mald, She al-
ways sings at her work. Visltor:
What a happy disposition! But now
loud she sings! Hostess - Yes: when
ghe sings loud she's breaking some-

1 thingl

———— — - —

| Eround ecould be seen the

-

Miss Parbury (standing) and Mrs
easels said to be the first picture by he two women.
been very successful. Miss Parbury has been in France for two years nrusing poilus.
her return to England, she has entertained over 20,000 wounded.

Color of a Derbyshire Scene.

Phota by CGlillams Service,

. Coates in their London studio.

The painting on the
The result of the ecombination has

| Jr.

By David Cory.

“"Bow-wow-wow'

Whose dog art thou®*
Little Tom Tinker's dog,
Bow-wow-wow!"

l T WAS a very big bark and so

small a dog, and Pusa Junior

and his compaions laughted
heartily when they saw The animal.
It was a shaggy little dog, with a
great big collar. Its tail was short,
but, oh. dear me! the bark was at
the olher end was long and loud!
Bow-wow-wow ™

“Whose dog art thou™ cried Puzz
Junior. The barking stopped for a
moment and the little dog replied:

“Little Tom Tinker's dog. Bow-
wow-wow!"™

"Where is Little Tom Tinker?™
asked Tom Thumb, looking down
from his~ seat on Puzz Juniors
ehoulder.

‘You mean my maste=™ said the
little dog.

“How many Tinkers are there?
asked Tom Thumb with a zrin.

“Half a dozen at least.” maid the
little dog “There's Mrs. Tinker
and the little Tinkers.”

"Let's gee them all,” said Jacky
“IT Mr. Tinker i8 a good tinkerer,
makbe he can fix my fiddle. Some-
thing’s wrong with it, for it doesn't
fiddle the way it used to fiddie

"Well, vome right in" said the
little dog. opening the front Balv:
“now that we are fricnds | won't
bark any morc.” So in walked I'yes
Junior with Tom Thumb perched on
his shoulder, followed by Jacky and
the Bilackbird, Tom Tinker was
busily at work in his small shop
at the rear of the house.

In Lthe kitchen doorway stood
four little Tinkers, and in the back-

large,

! motherly form of Mra. Tinker., She

was just taking owt of the oven a
pan of smoking hot cookivs,

“Don’t they smell good?” whis-

pered Tom Thumb.

“Ion't Lthey, though?” cried

Jacky. "Mother used to make dandvw
ones for me. But I have no molher
any more"” ana npnr stroked hie
Blackbird softly while & tear fell
| from his vy
| Mrs. Tinker must have heard him,
| Yor she came out with the npan of
| covkies. “Children, ask vour vis-
Itors to have @ cookir with us™
| and then all the little Tinkers eried
| out at oncr; “"Mother Invitex you te
! & vookle feast'™ And after that
! they all =at down on the floor of
the little bacrk poarch, and in a few
minutes evervbody had his mouth
full of hot cookir, even the liltle
dog, who stopped barking long

enough to eat up two before he
commenced to “bow-bew” again.
(To be continued.)
(Copyright, 1919, David Cory.)
Hints to Health.

A teacher had dealt with wearl-
some (teration on the part played
by carhobydrates, proteids and fats
respectively In the upkeep "of the
human body. At the end of the Jes-
son the usual test questionzs were
put. “Can any girl tell me the
three foods required to keep the
body in health?' was the first one
There was sllence till one maiden
replied, “Breakfast, dinner and

t‘uu =

HEN using sandpaper to re-
move old paint dampening
it with benzine will cause

the work to be accomplished soon-
er.

nail two reels to the wall about |
two inches apart. Hang the room
upside down between the reels

To c¢lean brass flower pols or
travs, rub them with a piece of
lemon! then pour Dboiling water

|
’ To form a good broom-holder
|
{
|

M

with a cloth and then with a flan-

nel.

Puss in BOOtst Hints for the Hous eh 01 d T away, the surface being first dried

over them, and. finally, polish with
a soft, dry cloth, Rice

To restore a navy-blue skirt to
fts former good condition, take
equal parts of vinegar and linseed
pil. Shake well and apply with a
goft rag; after well rubbing, polisgh
with another soft dry cloth,

For dust-stained ‘alabaster orna- To keep
ments a paste of whiting, soap, and
milk iz the best. The paste must

be left to dry on, and then washed vase.

waler
thrown away,
stock for soups.

To make glassware
sparkling, add a little washing blue.
to the soapsuds when washing.

fresh, place a
pinch of bicarbonate of soda in the
water before putting them into the

Dad Never Knew Enough About Machinery To Run a Whelbarrow, and It was Very
Foolish of Him To Buy That Little Gasol ine Lawn Mower.

By FONTAINE FOX

TO

TeLL THE GARAGE MAN

HURRY OR X’LL HAFTA

STOP THIS THING BY

RUNNIN” ER INTo A BRICK

CHOKE ER '
7N DAD
-

-

\LopYTIgUL Lais, oy LOs W Deeler DyDUICaL

Neeland Entrusts the Olive Wood
Box to the Captain of the Trans- =~
Atlantic Liner for Safe-Keeping. * .

Her face became
under the slow flush mounting. *

“I'm not teasing you," he in-
sisted. “What I say s true. I'm
grateful to you for viclently in-
jecting romance into my perfectly
commonplace existence. You have
taken the book of my life and not
only extra illustrated It with wvivid
and chromatic pictures, but you
have unbound (t, sewed into its

prosaic pages several chapters
ripped bodily from a penny-
dreadful, and you have then
rebound the whole thing and

pasted -your own pretty plcturs
on the cover! Come, now! Ought
not & man to be grateful to any
philanthrople girl who so gratui-
tously obliges him?

Her face burmed under his ridi-
cule; her clasped hands in her lap
were twisted tight as theugh to
maintain her seif-control.

“What do you want of me™ she
asked between lips that scarcely
moved. -

He laughed, sat up, stretched out
both arms with a sigh of satisfac-
tion. The color came back to his
face; he dropped one leg over the
bed's edge; and she stood erect and
stepped aside for him to rise.

No dizziness remained; he tried
both feét on the floor, straightened
himself, cast a gaily maliciousd
glance at her, and slowly rese to his
feet.

The Lion and the Lamb.
“Scheherazade,” he said, “lsn’t it
funny? I ask you, d4id you ever
hear of a would-be murdersss and
her escaped victim being on such
cordiai terms? Did you?™

He was going through a few cal-
isthenica, gingerly but with Increas-
ing sbandon, while he spoke.

“I feel fine, thank you. I am en-
joying the situation extremely, too.
It's a delightful paradox. this situ-
ation. It's absurd, it's enchanting,
it's incredible! There is only one
mors thing that could make it per-
fectly impoasible. And I'm geing to
do t!" And he deliberately en-
circled her walat and kissed her.

She turned white at that, and, as
he released her, laughing, took =
step or two blindly, toward the
deor; stood there with ‘one hand
against it as “thonugh supporting
herself.

After a few moments, and very
slowly, she turned and looked ac
him; and that young man was
scared for the first time since thelr
encounter in the locked house in
Brookhollow.

Yet in her face there was no an-
ger, no menace, nothing he had ever
before seen in any woman's face,
nothing that he now comprehended.
Only, for the moment, it seemed to
him that something teérridble was
gazing at him out of this gigl's fixed
eves—something that he did not
recognize as part of her—another
being hidden within her, staring out
through her eyes at him.

“For heaven's sake, Schehera-
zade——" he faltered.

She opened the door, still watch-
ing him over her shoulder, shrank
through It, and was gone.

Faee To Face With Officer.

He stood for a full ive minutes as
though stupefied, then walked to the
door and flung it open.” And met a
ship’s officer face to face, already
lifting his hand to knock for admit-
tance,

“Mr. Nesland?" he asked.

“Yea.”

“Captain West's compliments, and
he would be glad to see you in his
cabin™

“Thank you. My compliments
and thanks to Captain West, and I
shall call on him immediately.”

They exchanged bows; the officer
turned., hesitated, glanced at the
steward who stood by the port.

“Did you bring & radio message
to Mr. Neeland™

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yea, 1 received
gaid Neeland.

“The captain requests you to bring
the message with you™

“With pleasure,” said Neeland.

Sp the officer went away down the
rorridor, and Neland sat down on
his bed. opened the box, went ovel
carefully every item of its contenls,
relocked it with a grin of satisfac-
tion, and, taking it with him, went
off to pay a vi=it to the captain of
tha Volhynia.

The bearded gentleman in the
State-room across the passage had
been listening intently to the con-
versation, with his ear flat against
his kevhole.

And now, without hesitating, he
went to a satchel which stood on
the gofa In his stateroom, opened It,
teok from it a large bundle of pa-
pers and & ten-pound iron scale-
weight

Attaching the weight to the papers
by means of a heavy strand of cop-
per wire, he mounted the sofa and
hurled the welghted package into
the Atlantic ovean.

“pig-dogs of British," he mutter-
ed in his golden beard, “you may
zo and dive for them when The
Day dawns.”

Then he filled and lighted a
handsome pq"rl‘l.'la.i'n pipe, and puff-
od it with stolid satisfaction, leav-

the message,”

ing the pepper-box sllver vover
open, )

“Der Tag.” he multered in his
zolden beard: and his clear eoyes

swept the starlit ocean with tLhe
pensive and terrifying scrutiny of
a waiting ecagie.

CHAPTER XIX.

The Captain of the Veolhynia

The captain of the Volhynia had
just come from the bridge and was
taking a bite of late supper in his
cabin when the orderly announced
Neeland., He rose at once, offering
a friendly hand:

“Mr. Neeland, I am very glad to
sea you. 1 know you by name and
repittation already. There were
some excellent picturea by you in
the latest number of the Midweek
Magazine.™

“I'm so glad you liked tham, Cap-

-

aln West.™

“Yes, I did.- There was & - '1.1
in them—a gayety. And soch
fetching girl you drew for pi
heroine!”
“Fou think so! It's" vather '
esting. I met a young girl -
she comes from up-State where
come from. There was a

and rather subtle attraction

bru:eo. So 1 altered the

of t uﬂyiwummq'
my model, and put in hers as I re-
membered them.” 3

more to the story. T never met her
but twice in my life--the -aﬂ’
time under exceedingly dramatie’
circumstances. And now I'm cross-,
ing the Atlantic at & day'e :
to oblige her. It's an
story, isnlt it™ , S

“Mr. Neeland, I think it =
to be what you call a
story.” . g+

“No. Oh, no. It ought to be, cons
sidering !ts elements.  Buet it \
There's no further romance ia -
Captaln West."

The captain’s smile was
but skeptical,

They seated themselves,
deciining an invitation to
gence if he talked while sating. - -

Subject of Wireless Inguiry. =

“Mr. Neeland,” he said, “I'm abouts.
to talk rather frankly with you * .
have had several messages by wire-
jeas today from British sources ;
cerning you.” a !

Nécland, surprised, said

supper; the steward removed
dishes and went out. closing
door. The captain glanced at the
box which Neeland had set-on the
floor by his chalir, ; ¥
“May I ask,” he said, “
brought- your suvitcass with you™ =
“It's valuable.” i
The captain’s keen eyes were om
his. ™
“Why are you followed by splea™)
he asked. : i
Neeland reddened. _ %
“Yes,” continued the captaln of
the Velhynia, “my govermment -
structs me, by wireless, to offer yvq,
any ald and protection you may de-
sire. I am informed that you carry
papers of military importance to &
certain foreign nation with wh
neither England nor France are .Q.,
what might be called cordial terms.
I am told it Is likely that agenis
this forelgn country have
you aboard my ship for the
of robbing you of thess
Now, Mr. Neeimnd., what-do
know sbout this business™ S
“Very little.,” suid Neeland.
“Have you had any trouble™ 3
“Oh, yes." .
The captain smiled: .
“Evidently you have wriggled oud
of IL.” he sald.

“Yes, wriggled is the lteral word *
“Then you do not think that
require any protection from me?

“Perhaps I do. 1've been a singus
larly innocent and lucky ass. It'g
merely chance that my papers have
not been stolen, even befors ¥
started in quest of them."™ P

“Have you been troubled aboard
my ship?”

Neeland waved hi=z hand care-
lessly: ' -

“Nothing to speak of, thank you™

“}# vyou. havae. any. charge 1§
make y

Will Make No Charge.

X

“Oh, no."” _
The captain régarded him I‘?,'.
tently:

“I.et me tell you something,” he'
sald. *“Since we salled, have you
noticed the bulletins posted contain-
ing our wireless news?™ "

“Yes, I've read them.”

“Did they interest you?"

“Yes. You mean that row be-
tween Austria and Serbia over the
archduke's murder?”

“I mean exactly that, Mr, Neeland.
And now T am going to tell you
gcomething else. - Tonight T had &
radio message which I shall net
post on the bulletins for various
reasons. But I shall tell you under,
the seal of confidence.™

«T give vou my word of honor™
sald Neeland, quietly.

“f mecept it, Mr. Neeland. And
this is= what has happened: Austris
has decided on an ultimatum to
Serbia. And probably will send It.™

They remained s=ilemt for a mo-
ment. then the captain continued:
deceive

“Way should we
ourselyes? This is the mosat
serious thing that has Thap-
pened since the Hobenzollern

incident which brought on the
Franco- Prussian war.”
Neeland nodded.
“You see? insisted the caplain.
“Suppose the humiliation is loo se;
vere for Servia to endure? Sup-
pose she refuses the Auvatrian
terms" Suppose Austria mobilizes
against her? What remains for
Russin to do except to mobilize?
And. if Russia does that what is
going to happen in Germuny? And

then, instantly and automatically,
what will follow in France?™ Hlily
mouth tightened mrimly. ‘England.™
he said, “is the ally of France. Asl

vourself. Mr. Neeland, what are the
prospects of this deadiy combina~
tion and deadlier situation.™ 2
After a few moments the young
man looked up from his brown
study:
Asks Permisnion for Question.
“T'd like Lo ask you a guestion—
perhaps not germane to the subject
May I7™
“Ask v
“Then, of what interest are Torks-
ish forts to any of tha various allied
nations—to the Triple Enltente of
the Triple AllianceT" b
“Turkish fortifications?™"
“Yes—plans for them.™
The captain glanced instinctively
al the Jboex inside Neeland's chair,
but his features remaloed incurious,
“Turley Is supposed to be the
ally of Germany,” he said o

(TO BE CONTINUED TOMORROWSE,
S

.



